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LITTLE JIM'S FUNERAL

Little Jim's death has eaused a good
deal of talk.

Of that there was no doubt.

Every motherly person in  that por-
tion of South Brooklyn known as the
“Pateh™ has been tnlking about it for
the Inst week, for Jim was one of the
celebrities of that loeality.

It is pot nlone of his death thay are
talking, however, for that had been
anticipated for some time, aond be-
sides deaths are so common there that
but little is thought of it Mrs
Moriarty. one of the leading ladies of
the Pateh,” expressed the goneral
opinfon tersely but fairly when she said
recently:r  'Sure the worst thing sbout
dyin’ is that betehune the doethors, the
wanke, the uodertakers, an’ the buryin’
it's chaper to live"—a rather mixed
statcment, the meaning of which is
clear. however.

N+, it was pot the death of little Jim
that causced all the talk before referred
Lo.

Naot at all.

It was his funeral that gave risatoall
the talk. It was one of the most re-
markable funerals ever seen o soulh
Brookln.

No one who knew Little Jim In life
would havs supposed that he could
command sueh honor In denth.

Jiot's life was not one that even the
ordivary street mrub would naturally

i envy.

‘. The loeality in which Jim lived and
died does not include among its inhab-
itants any whose names figure in aoy
elite directory., There are a sprionkling
of longshoramen, somo junkmen and
truckmen, some ordinary lnborers, nnd
some people whe neither toll nor spin,
Plhere are the usual dingy rum-shops
that are more prosperous than noy
other kind of shops. There are pigs,
and gonts, and dogs innumernble, that
alwavs seem to be engaged fn breaking
elty ordinnness and getting their owne-
ers into trouble.  Takiong it all in all,
it is a unique locality in more respocts
than one.

Tradition o the pateh has it that at
ons period Jim had w Tather and

mother. Now, society at the Pateh |

does not ask for much, but it wonld
geem that the parents of Jim did not
come up to the sociul requirements of
even this ensy-going locality, so that
there was no regret whon Jim's mother

father loft the Patch never o return.
This did not oecur, however, until alter

in some friendly brawl, one or the
other. orf both of them, had in #ome
manuer, injured Jim so that he
mained a eripple until the day of his
denth

It was about this time that Timothy
Murphy, longshoremen, coming home
from hls work one ‘light, and belng
thirsty, direcied his steps to & resort
for the bibulously inclined, known ns

quenchiog his thirst when he saw »
tlwalli-ll form enter, partly with the
assistance of an Improvised cruteh
The gentleman who presided in the
establishment leancd over the counter
oWell, what is it?"" he demandaod,
“m lockin' for me fadder,” was the

A reply. )
“Wall, yor father an't here, 5o youn'd
better get oul.”

“Hold on.” said Mr. Muorphy. long-
shoreman, at this junocture. “'Come
nere, me lad,  It's mesell that knows
yer blaggard of & fathor, an' it's me
opinion ye'll see hitn no more, an’ sorra
the much loss.™

The boy set up & whimper, and then
the big longahoreman put his broad
hand over his mouth.

“Whisht.™ he sald, “‘come with me,"
and the burly longshoreman and the
little eripple left the store together.

A fow moments later Mr. SBullivan,
longshoreman, appeared in his own
domieile with little Jim,

sald he to his motherly looking wife,
“Give him a sup an’ & place to sleep
We'va enotigh av our own to feed, but

samo."’

Murphys did. wirm
Murphy weut out to the little
eripple. and she troatod him as though

Ehall smble soross the mists with roscato bewm, |

died after a prolonged spree, nnd  his

the Hole in the Wall"™ He was jus{

“1t's that bye of Flahorty's Mary." |

wan more'll make little diference. If
wo've n foast we'll not miss what hae
onts. I we've a famine sorry bit av
me but thinks that he's used 1o the

And that Is the wgy Jim be¢ue

e been her own child.
Nor was Jim ungrateful. He de

ulopdlvuﬂvtydtnhaht::

brought mausy a  pesny lute

treasury of the Murphys. He was
errand oy for most of the Pateh, and
spito his erateh could perforio a mission

| more quickly than most other boys and

with more jutelligence, He also pieked
up somehow the wrt of writing in =
queer spider-like fashion, and wrote
letters for those denizens of the Patoh
who oould mnot write themselves
There is a formula followed in writing
such letters as these, for the writer
always starts out with the rather super-
fluods nupouscewent that he ‘“takes
his penin hund” and always eods by
vwishivg this will fisd you in god
health us it leaves e at present,”  re-
gardless of his actual couwdition of
nealth.  This formule is as imwovable
as were the laws of the Medes and Per-
slans, wnd by his fidelity to it little
Jim added to bis popularity and his in-
OO,

Ihen Jim had a little, eracked voice,
with juit o litle sweetness in i, aod he
sang two or three songs in a mauper
that the people of the Pateh considered
ns  being extremely artistie.  Jim's
repertoire was not extensive. He sang
“Ounly » Pletore,” and  warlled about
the Scoteh lnd Geordie, who left his
Jenn to tight with the Seotch brigada
aod never enme back, and he sang
abont o letter that some one had re-
eeived from Ireland. In addition be
sowehow learned to play several airs
on ai old accordion that belonged to
the Murphy family.

All Inst summer Jim used "his ae-
complishment iy various directions nnd
picked up a good many dollars. Most
of these went into the Murphy treasury,
but one day o rummnging about  his
bed Mrs. Murphy r.,.m-f an old hand-
kerelifef, and tied up in it were several
dollars in small silver.

“Lord luve the boy, it's savin' up for
somethin® he 5, sald good-natured
Mrs. Murphy. Awnd she tied up the
mouney and placed it where she had

found ft. She sald nothing to Jim
ahout it, but afterward onme to the con-
clusion that bit by bit Jim was mldiug
to his hoard,

One day Jim, who sesmed to have
gomething on his mind, surprised the
good womun by abruptly asking:

“Where do the people in the Patch
be buried when they die?”

v Arrah, Jim, what's the matter?
What ||l'|l'~lilvtl:- are yvou askin' " said
the astonished woman.

“1 askedd you where people that dies
around here are buried,” sauid Jim
sturdily

“Where, sure, but in the cimitery."
responded Mrs, Murphy.

‘And if I died where would 1 be
buried " suld the persistent Jim.

“The Lol forbid ye should die, Jim;
but if ye did the ould man an' mesilf
has wan lot in the cimitery where our
woeny wans is buried, and ye should
Iny there, Jim."

'Jllll lookaod both rl']il'\'i'tl llnd
thoughtfal, and left the house without
nsking any more quest ns.  Mrs,

Murphy, in her perplexity, told her

husbhand of her conversation

| dunne', Mary," said the long-

shoreman  thoughtfully, *they say

ghildren can look nhead, an' the l?'a 18

too knowin' o live. That cough nv
his. too, s bad. But don't IIO['I'}'
trouble "

It was eertuin when the winter

opened that Jim was getting thinner,
andd that he had a painfol cough, which

wWns growing worse. I'he lwu'lli' of

the Patch had onough to do 1o live,

and ver there was not n honse jn it
where Jim was not weleome to what-
ever there was, Hig conversation with
Mrs. Murphy about burial had been
quictly ecivenlated, and nmong these
simple superstitions people it invested
him with new interest.  Another thing
chout Jim that causedl mueh eomment
was the manuer in which® Jim huurg

constattly about the shop of the goox

patnred Lrishman who buried most of

the persons who died in the Pateh.

One day the lutter was astonished on
entaring the shop to find Jim following
at his heels and making mystorious
gigns to him. Drawing him to one end
of the eounter Jim produced a small
bindle from his cont.  Untying 4, he

dumped out a plle of silver

vHow mueh i8 & fuveral? he de-

wanded sententiously

“Why, Jim, what de you moean?”

asked the astonished lmlh'll'lc\ls_«r.

“How much is o fuveral? Jim agnio

demandod

‘Well, that depends on whe it is for," |
said the undertaker, hoping to draw

thw boy ont

'\"a.'H," ra"-lullillt'll Jim, it may be
for me an' it may be for some one else,
There is $16. When I have more I'll
give it to vou, When | want this
fuperal 'l want it bad, I wast it to
be the real lflih;_{. Bluck horses nn'
tham things on Lo of the hearse an'
nll that You'll tond to all that, will

yel'

v

bewildersd undertaker.

Ccuunier.

|_ “Waell, if thut don't bate all," mut- |
tored the undertaker to himself when
the boy had gone out.  *“That goscon
bargainin® for his own funeral. it bates

the falries”

The queer bargain that Jim made
wié soon talked about, and he became

Yos, Jim: of course,” said the still

All vlght, then,™ said Jim march-
ing oul, leaviog the woney on the

“but yeo may gel
] won't," said Jim ‘with s touch of
his old obstinacy, “an’ when I'm dead
to come in an' see
me.” Here Jim delved under his p
low very painfully and brought out two
or three silver pileces.
some pi

I want every

You kin
an' lnuP

though."

Half an. hour later the undertaker
was at Jim's bedside. Jim looked up
with & wan smile of
he reached under his pillow again i.od
found a few more silver pieces,

“They're the last I have,™ he said, us
jnto the undertaker's
hand, despite the latter’s protest.

“Is that funersl most ready?" he

he put them

nsked.

*Yes, Jim."

CWell," sald Jim, with a weak smile,
“I'm most ready for the Guoeral.
bearse and them things on top, is they

all right?”

“Yes, Jim; all right."

“An' the carviages, ao® the black
horses, an' all that?"

“Yes, Jim; all right,”

“All right, then,” said Jim, a. little
waaril]v' “U'm u little tired wow, an’ 1
Il go Lo slecp.”

Aund he did!
look at him some time
sleoping his last sleep with u smile on

guess’

his fnce.

Aund the Pateh honored him in desth
as it honors few in life. The undertaker
more than kept his word with Jim, The
Murphy cottage was small and the
the body of the dead
mwoved to his best room, where it lay in
state for two days, during  which  time
all the Patch visited the rooms.
did Mrs. Murphy forget her commis-
sion, The tobaces snd the pipes and
| the soufl were there.
And the funeral!

undertaker h

tion to the

“Here, ma'm.
and tobakker
They always has them,
don't they, at real funerals? he asked
somewhat anxiously, awd seomoad re-
lisved when he was assured that the
articles named would be procured.
“You needn't
funeral, ma'm,"
saved up money an' bought that my-
self. I've boen thinkin® for a
while that I'd need it.  I'd like to sce
that chap wat 1 brought it from,

continued Jim.

nition,  Then

When they come to

lar composition was a favorite with
‘wrtists and spectators, as I think it will
ever be, from generation to generation,
while mothers continue o elusp their
little ones in their arms.  This special
p of Thackerays is slmost the only
glimpse we have of my father’s earliest
obildhood, but it gives s vivid pmlnt
impression of his first howe, whic
Insted for so shovt & time. My long.
lean, young gramlfsther sits at suc
eae as people allowed themselves in
those classic days, propped in o stifl
chair, In t white ducks and pumps,
and with a kind, grave face. He wos
Mr. Richimond Thackeray, of the Ben-
Civil Suryiee, the then revenue cols
tor of the districts called “the tweon-
ty-four Pergaons.” My geandmother,
& beautiful young womwan of some two
and twenty summers, staods, draped
in white, with a certain nymph-like as-.
' and beside her, perched upon
alf a dozen big piled books, with his
arms round his mothor's neck, is her
little son, William Muakepeace Thack.
oray, a roundseyed boy of three veary
old, dressed in s white muslin froek.
He has curly, dark hair, an innoceut
face, and a very sweot look and smile,
This look was almost the same Indeed
after a lifotime; neither loug years of
work and trouble, nor pain, nor chill
winters of anxiety ever dimmed jts
clear simplicity, though his spectacies

eyes and those who did pot keow him
WH well,

e used to take his spectncles off
when ha looked at this old water-volor,
*It s n pretty deawing.” he used 1o
sy | but if his father, in the Inivluw,
could have risen Ifrom the chair he
would have been about  nine  feet
high, acvording to the length wol
the legs there depleted. My own
father used to tell us he could just re-
menther our grandfather, a very tall
thin man, rising out ot a bath., He

flosting on the Gunges, and that was
wlmost all he ever deseribed of Tadia,
shough in his later writings there ape
many sllusions to East Indian life.  In
“I'tie Tremendons Adventures of Major
Gahagun,” for instanee, there §s enough
meaning aul intention in the oames
and Hipdestanee to show that he still
retained something of bis early lmpres
slons,

A year after the sketeh in question

That was a revela-
The hearse had

waus paloted, the pesceful home in In-
din was broken up forever, The poor

waving plumes, to the surprise of some | oung vollector  of the twenty-four

of the natives who had thou
| one lower in the social eirc
- alderman or a prosperous liguor dealer |
could be so honored.

‘ergunas died of & fover on board «
ship, where he had been carvied from
the shore for fresher air: this was about

The black horses | 1816, when my father was lve years

were there, and the undertaker in pers | oll.

sou superintended the funeral instead
of delegating this duty to an assistant.

It was a proud day for Mres. Murphy,
wh wore her black beaded cashmaore
dress, bought many years ago ready-
made and ouly worn on state ocoasions.
Murphy and the young

With  Mr.

Richmond Thackeray wos  himself
little over thirty when he  died.  His

oung widow remalved in Iodia with
fwr mother, and married a second time.
Two years after her lirst hnsbund’s
death, her lHttle son came buck to Eoe
gland with s cousin of the same age,

Muarphys she hod the carvisge next 10| Loth returning under the care of an

the hearse, and there wore some twenty
other carvinges. Even the proprietor of
the **Hole in the Wall" was fuin to bow
to the exigencies of the occasion and

rode to the

while several loenl politiclans, with an
| eyu to the main chance. also attended.

Mrs. Murphy, in speaking of the
matter, wiped ber oyes as she swid:

»1 feel as though wan av me own had
E.m--. from me; but there’s wan comfors.

ittle Jim was buried like n gintleman.™

One of the younger inhabitants of the
Pateh hd something to say about the
matter, oo, when he wis seon.
kin suy that our Jim is going to have a
movument,” he said.
the money an' it's goin to be a dundy.
We're goin' to have somethin' on
stone, too, that'll kinder tell wot Kind
of u feller little Jim wuz. Some of the
boys wuz a thinkin' about somethin'
Tike this,” said Jim's friend, producing
ruther a dirty plece of paper ou which
Wi written:

Fiis lows wuz crooked
Pyt e wuse stralght.™

“It may not be fn just that style, but
them's sbout our seutiment’s,”
eluied Jim's friend.

And so, whilo Jim o life was of little
consequonee, after death he has been
honored. The same can not be sald of
the great ones of the earth.—AN. ¥,
Madd and Express.

Queen Viotoria's Eccentricities.

“We're ralsin’

Indisgn clvilian, Mr. James MeNabb,
who had promised to befrieod the
children on the journey home, and ol
‘ whose kindness we were often told in
our childhood. — From Anne Thackeray
| Hitchee,in St Nicholas,

A Ludicrons Blander.

An amusing mistake of a telegraph
operator, which might IMve been al
tonded with unpleasant results, was
brought to my notice recently, says the
Hrooklyn Citizen, The =on of a well

dition. When he left the house in the
morning he left instructions that should
the condition of Amos, his son, become
worse during the day a telegraphic
dispateh should be sent to him,  Amos
grew worse aud the following dispateb
Was sent!

ateh, which, when It resched New
qm‘k‘ read like this:

“A mosquite ill. Come home at
ones, "

The father recelved the message,

fuquiries at home about the menning

mistake of the operutor. He determin.
ed o tind out \1'

Oune of her peeuliaritios is her jealous | the telegraph company. The matter

eare about evorsthing portaining Lo her
Inte husband,
is In the same condition
left it His horses died in their stalls
without having been mounted after his
death.  His slippers and dressing-gown
are every night placed in their aoccus
tomed position, while the Quean sits on
the opposite side of the
thinks of the days gone by, sud,
sald, belleves that Lis spirit is present
to commune with

Ingwirer.

‘rsonal pro
he |

Philadelphse

The Eleventh Commandment.
George Francls Train says he hm
been long enough o Boston to learn
commaudment o that

pity s *“Thou shalt not get sught.”

that the elevent

| was lavestignted and s voluma of cor-
respondence was the result. It was
found that the number of words in the
ml-.uu.lie delivervd were gounted thy

same by both operators, The New
York operator sald that he asked the

discharge of the offending operator,

Eagle and Crowas.

A Iarge gray le trespassing upon
the lmﬁ: unds of a ook of crows
At l"lnhklllf Eo\'.. was #ot upon by a
dozen ur more of the crows and driven

baif an bhour.

miay have sometimoes come betwoen his |

could also remember the creocodiles

known gentleman living on the Heights |
had beon serionsly i), and the fathor |
was, of course, anxious about his eon- |

“*Amosgquite lll. Come home at onoe.™ |
The Brooklyn operator sent the tlh-‘

snd, ax he did vot understand i, Jdid
not go homne. At nlght the father made |

of the message, whon ho  learned the

10 was responsible,and
made & complaint to the president of

Brooklyn man three times whether the |
first word was mosguite or not, aud
fireplace and | received an aflirmative reply three
times. The matter was sottled by the

bleeding from the fleld after & battle of

¥

. .
the race that the cow l.,hhqu* i
clothing, splitting the R y
:‘;ou:! wflnp:o mlfu-. and u-ln:th, _*
@ alr. .
THE COW CHARGED AGALN, A

Getting to his feet as . pos-

sible alnu.r alighting, m-*nh 5
both barrels of his gun loto the irae . .
brute, which ouly teuded to lncrense bes . .

iveness again ch ~¥
bl and sucoseded in 1y By
air three or four times. ot ha
time to relond, he clubbed his . i
as the enraged brute mades ano

at hiw, he struck her over the .:-: e

no other effect thag to break the & 3

Mateers Ve 1 ink acones Al
Atters begau to

this time, but Blocker fortumstely e . -

-4

cured shelter bobind a  tres, . B
withstanding the ori oonﬁ.’ A ve, B

bis gun, he suc n oll . cart:
ridge in each barrel, and at lm A
sont both charges into the animal's wil
Just buck of her ear. This stunned bes - .
50 that ho wus able to escape and Y L
to hjs engine, severely brulsed Ih.’.

without any broken bones. He

opinion that there is not much Ay
between & mad cow and & glesly bess ¢
when it comes to a rough-and. g
set-to, — Colorade Springs
@ the Globe Demoeral,

An Empress in The Harem. .

The Pmpress Victoria Augusta bed
in 'l‘urki-y one ex rt;m I.“Bx:.: :
matehed in any other n e
To be received ns a guest, bus by mea |
nlone; to be eotertained with perfees, . .
devotion, but exuotly as If her host was
u bachelor; to find not & single womaa
on the premises in any capacity, sad
then, after twenty-four hours of this - -
kind of life, to be taken through o side
door into a walled-up section of "t
alace, and there, in the midst of -
lug women innumernble, and of unsur-
passod magniticence, to be lutroduced
to Madame the First Wile,
the Second, Mudame the Third Madame . |

F

|

the Fourth, ete., eto., must of i
impart a slight impression of v
hospitality to the flavor of the enter~
tainment previously offered lu the >
outside of the real household. This W

what happened to the Empress of Gers
many. The impression produced by .,
the passing glimpse of the real i
of the Sultan was heightened by i
fact that in Turkey etiquette

np«akluf to & man about his wife. m
subject is very properly tabooed.

man who has fallen into multiple  en-
tauglemonts of the heart does not osre
to be addresspd concerning them say
more than he wishes to be talked to
about any other wenkness or failure of |
his life.

The ladies of the harem, says a
respondont of the New York Tribune.
have hal ovne revelation in this convees
tion, even more startling to them
this opening of the harem door sud the
taste of its democratio life could
been to the Empress,  The rumor that
their Imperial moastor had taken the
Empress on his arm, sod had drivea .
through the streets sitting by her side |
in his own earringe a5 no one of them .y °
could possibly do, was i itself suflich
ently amazing, But to read in all the .
duily papers the sccount of the visit of |
the Empress without her busbaad to
the city, when the Turkish sailors
manned the yards of the fleet fu her
honor, and when salutes were fired for

:

:

ik

| her sole benefit, was a most unex

disclosure of the heights of dignity o
which a woman may attain some

":aru of the world. Not one of the

arem is known even by oame to the

| nation, much less honored by the s

tion, as this siranger from Germsay
bas been honored,

Female Customs Inspsctors.

he greater part of the women s,
spectors lo the New York custom-bhouse
wore dismissed beosuse there were se
many complulnts of ladies about thels
officiousness.  “Mon,” say the ladies
who travel, “maky the best ol
They will do the work with more com
sideration for the feeliugs of the owner
than one wemau is likely to have fos.
another.

¥ v

Ruperstition,

A superstitious quarry foreman s
Pol.um}:}a. Pa.. . a whals i
iiiag thas soeorsation woeki bR 1

nking that the operation ‘
back the thief Lhat stole his ..

- -n‘!. g




